SO             THREE MEMORIAL POEMS

Welded by hammer-strokes of broad-brained kings,

Or from a doughty people grow, the heirs

Of wise traditions widening cautious rings ;

At best they are computable things,

A strength behind us making us feel bold

In right, or, as may chance, in wrong j

Whose force by figures may be summed and told,

So many soldiers, ships, and dollars strong,

And we but drops that bear compulsory part

In the dumb throb of a mechanic heart;

But Country is a shape of each man's mind

Sacred from definition, unconfined

By the  cramped   walls   where   daily drudgeries

grind;

An inward vision, yet an outward birth
Of sweet familiar heaven and earth;
A brooding Presence that stirs motions blind
Of wings within our embryo being's shell
That wait but her completer spell
To make us eagle-natured, fit to dare
Life's nobler spaces and untarnished air.

3.

You, who hold dear this self-conceived ideal,
Whose faith and works alone can make it real,
Bring all your fairest gifts to deck her shrine
Who lifts our lives away from Thine and Mine
And feeds the lamp of manhood more divine
With fragrant oils of quenchless constancy.
When all have done their utmost, surely he
Hath given the best who gives a character
Erect and constant, which nor any shock